IN PATRIA POTESTATE

funny, as Giamund had to agree or they would have
suspected him. As soon as we'd found out all we
wanted we set off through the town back to the
northern gate; it was market-day and crowded. We
were pushing past a bunch of old women with geese
to sell when I heard a voice I knew: and there was
my father riding straight towards me! I ducked and
began fumbling with my sandal-strap and stayed so
till he was past, just at my back. Giamund whispered:
4 What is it ?' and I answered that it was my father, come
north for some reason. Giamund looked after him
for a minute and then said: 'I don't like your father.'
Neither had I, that glimpse I had of him! Those hard,
black eyes and that awful, square chin; I remembered
them much too well. I didn't contradict Giamund,

Back at the meeting-place, we told Radimir what
we'd heard; he decided to do nothing till the next day.
They didn't tie me up that night and I almost wished
they had, because I woke up when it was still dark,
convinced I was doing wrong and only wondering
whether I ought to go at once and warn the magis-
trates. I had nearly decided I must, and I did wish
I had not been left free to betray Giamund and his
people; but fortunately I went to sleep again, and when
I woke it was morning and things felt different. The
trial was to be in the afternoon. We started for the
town when it was getting hot and people would be
going out of the streets; we went in by different gates,
only two or three at a time, looking as peaceful as
.possible, I enjoyed it at first, but when we actually